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Going to California 


Author's Notes: 
This fic actually takes place when Robert and Jimmy were in the Yardbirds. 


Robert put the bowl to his lips and breathed in. He held it for a moment, then breathed it out the open 
windowsill into the warm night air. That was the last of his ganja. He sighed, and opened the cabinet where he 
kept his liquor. Nothing. Not even a drop of wine left. Robert had forgotten that he had already drank 
everything in sight last night. Here it was, the night before he was supposed to leave, and he couldn't even 


have a good time. 


California was a long way away from England. Robert walked over to the kitchen table where he last placed his 
wallet, and noticed his plane ticket sticking out of it, ready and waiting to go. He pulled it out of his wallet, and 
looked over it. His flight left bright and early tomorrow at a modest 1:30 in the morning. Robert slid it back 
into the billfold, and sat down on the flowered couch. His mind hummed with a steady stream of thoughts. 


He still hadn't told his band mates that he was leaving yet. The blond decided that it would be best that way. 


He knew they would try to talk him out of it, and he didn't want that. He had made up his mind, and that's 
that. California would be good for him, Robert thought. Half way across the world, in the hazy fever dream 


known as America. A fresh place where nobody knows his name, his problems, his dreams, his fears.. 


There was a knock on the door of his apartment. Who the bloody hell could it be at this hour? Robert peered 
through the peephole and saw a young man standing there with shoulder-length tresses of black waves, with 


one bagged eye covered. 


"What is it now, Jimmy?" Robert said with a sigh, opening the door. "Telly go out on you again?" 


"Yeah." Jimmy pushed his way past Robert and turned the knob on the television. The dark haired man flipped 
through the channels until Dark Shadows appeared on screen in gritty black and white. 


Robert snorted. "You actually like this show?" 


Jimmy shrugged. "I've taken the piss for a lot worse." 


"Right." 


"Got anything to eat in here?" 


Robert rolled his eyes. "l'm not a chef. Jesus." 


"But do you?" 


Robert sighed. "I'm sure there's something in there." 


Jimmy went to the kitchen and began rifling through it. Robert shook his head and sat down on the couch 


again. Jimmy returned with a bag of prawn crisps. 


"Want some?" He gestured the bag to Robert, who shook his head. "What's the matter with you? You're acting 


different.” 


"lim leaving tomorrow," Robert blurted out. 


Jimmy stopped shoveling crisps into his mouth. "What do you mean?" 


"Just what | said. I'm leaving tomorrow." 


"You're leaving the Yardbirds?" 


"Sort of" Robert avoided eye contact with his friend. 


Jimmy's green eyes widened. "Why the hell would you do that? We're just getting started for God's sakes." 


Robert exhaled heavily through his nose. This is exactly why he didn't want to tell his bandmates that he was 
leaving, they wouldn't understand. "Jim, listen to me. | just think that | need a change of pace. | need to make 


something of myself. So I'm going to California to start anew.’ 


"| don't buy that load of shit for one minute," Jimmy said Robert did a double take, and blinked his eyes a 


couple of times. 


"Don't believe me? Take a look at this." Robert got up and retrieved the plane ticket, waving it in front of his 


friend's face. 


"Gimme that." Jimmy snatched the ticket out of Robert's hand. His uncovered eye quickly scanned the piece of 
paper. He bit his lip, and handed it back to the blond. 


"| see." 


"Yup." Robert flopped down onto the couch again, resting his crossed legs on Jimmy's lap. "Tomorrow, I'll be 


gone." 


Jimmy's face softened. "Are you excited?" 


Robert put a tasseled pillow behind his head. "Not really." 


Jimmy turned his head to face Robert, one heavy set green eye looking at two alert ice blue ones. "What's the 


real reason you're going to California?" 


"Pardon?" 


"What's the real reason you're leaving?" 


"That, | can't tell you." 


Jimmy looked hurt. "I'm your best friend You can tell me anything.” 


Robert shifted his head towards the telly. "Some things are better left unsaid" 


"Well," Jimmy started to say, "I'm going to miss you." 


"As will | miss you." Robert thought for a moment as the two of them sat in silence, the only sounds being 
the softly spoken dialogue of the soap opera. He nudged Jimmy in the ribs with his knee. 


"What?" 


Robert sat up, and faced Jimmy again. The guitarist's one visible eyebrow was furrowed with concern, and his 
plush lips were slightly parted. Robert brushed a lock of curly gold out of his face. “Tell you what. If you can 


give me one good reason to stay, | will stay." 


"Cross your heart?" 


Robert chuckled at the grade school promise. "Cross my heart" 


Jimmy gently put his hand behind Roberts mass of golden curls, and smushed his lips against his friend's. 
Robert felt a tinge of pleasure go through his body; he didn't want it to stop. Jimmy took the lead once again 
and gently pulled Robert's bottom lip with his two front teeth. 


Was it getting hotter than the Devil in church in here, or was it just him? A smattering of red spread across 
Robert's face as Jimmy slid his tongue into his mouth. It felt so different than the kiss of a woman, no, this 
was more powerful, more demanding, more assertive. Robert found himself welcoming Jimmy's Tongue inside, 
embracing its warm, silky, slick feeling against his own. The singer's hands wanted to wrap themselves around 
Jimmy's long and lanky form, but they hesitated until the two men realized they were falling off the couch and 
onto the shag carpeted floor. 


They both landed with a soft thud, and they clunked heads together, Jimmy on top of Robert. Jimmy sat up, 
his thighs on either side of Robert's small hips. Robert's breathing quickened, taking in the sight of his friend. 
He towered over the singer, his t-shirt starting to cling to his skinny body from both of their sweat from the 
unprecedented encounter. Jimmy's chest heaved up and down, breathing heavily. He looked off to the side, and 
flipped his hair out of his face. 


‘I'm so sorry. I'll stop now," he said. 
Y P 


Robert sat up and grabbed Jimmy by the collar of his soaked white t-shirt. "I didn't say stop." He peeled off 
Jimmy's shirt and pushed him to the floor. They started to roll around on the floor, making out like teens that 


have just discovered that the opposite (or even same) sex isn't gross. 


"C'mon, Jim," Robert said, pulling away from Jimmy's lip, a string of saliva going with it like cheese on a pizza. 


"C'mon, what?" 


"Arent you going to fuck me?" 


Jimmy's eyes went wide. "Fuck you? Are you sure?" 


"If that is what you wish," Robert said, sweat dripping down his face, and rolling down his chin. 


"Well, then, Roberto, of course | will" 


Roberto. Oh, God, yes. Jimmy snaked Robert's trousers off of his legs, and pulled off his boxers right after. 
What was left was a naked Robert, his porcelain skin and elegant locks of gold shining in the low light. 


"Roberto the cherub," Jimmy said with a teasing smile. 


"Bloody hell, Jim," Robert replied, his eyes looking to the ceiling for guidance. 


"Bend over." Jimmy grabbed Robert by the curls and shoved him down to all fours. Jimmy shed himself of his 


own clothes, exposing a quite large member hidden beneath those bellbottoms. 


"Shit," Robert muttered. 


"Oh, shut up. I've seen girls take it better than you." 


"Try me." 


"Alright then" Jimmy spit on his hands and rubbed them together, then rubbed them on his dick. He grabbed 
Robert's hips, and shoved himself inside. Robert groaned, the pain of being stretched out mixed with the 
pleasure of being filled He ground his teeth together, and squeezed his eyes shut. 


‘Ohhhh," was all he could say. Jimmy smiled He grabbed onto the blond's hips and pushed in and out slowly, 
almost rhythmic. Robert's fingers curled into the shag carpet, hanging on for the ride of his life. So this is 
how it feels, Robert thought. No wonder the ladies were lining up. 


"Harder," the blond said. 


“Alright” Jimmy pumped harder and faster. Robert's glass pendant that he wore around his neck thumped on 
his chest with each thrust, like a heartbeat. Jimmy's hands dug into Robert's soft flesh, then his nails. 


"Augh, whatre you doing, mate?" Robert said. 


| can't ride you if | can't hold on somehow," Jimmy whispered in Robert's ear. His soft voice almost tickled, 


sending pins and needles down the singer's spine. 


"Fine." Robert shoved his ass against Jimmy's member. 


"Roberto," Jimmy cried out as he came. Robert felt Jimmy's cock contract and relax inside of him. He felt a 


trickle of something warm run out and down the inside of his thigh. It was too much. 


"Jim," Robert shoved his forehead into the carpet and ground his teeth together. Jimmy's hand grabbed the 
blond's dick, and smoothly glided his hand up and down until it quickly released a steady stream of white all 
over the gray carpet. After that, the two of them collapsed on the floor. 


"Gross," Robert said. "I just lay down in it" Jimmy laughed. He gently turned Robert over onto his back, and 
pushed some curls out of his face. Robert lay there, semen all over his stomach, and glass pendant resting in 
the hollow of his collar bone. His blue eyes were not looking at Jimmy; they were looking past him. Wondering, 


and thinking. 


Jimmy looked worried. "What is it?" 


Robert smiled. "Nothing. Nothing at all" He got up, and went to the bathroom to wash himself. "Be out in a 


minute," he said. 


Cold water ran down his slight back. Cum was still slowly trickling down his legs. What a strange feeling. He 
washed his hair, a lather of soap fluff on top of his head. He thought about what he just did with his best 
friend. God. He turned the knob all the way to the right. Ice cold water rinsed out his hair, sending the 
shampoo and conditioner down the drain. He dried himself off with a fluffy white Towel, and went back out to 


join Jimmy. 


"Where'd you go?" Robert yelled. 


"In here," Jimmy called back from the bedroom. 


"Really, Jim?" Robert crossed his arms over his chest at the sight of a naked Jimmy in his bed. 


"Yeah. I'm tired as hell" Jimmy pulled down the country quilt. "Plus, you have to leave tomorrow. You need 


some sleep." 


Robert climbed into the four-poster bed, and pulled the warm covers over his naked body. "Yeah, tomorrow." 


The summer night breeze blew the curtains around, and tousled Robert's wet hair. Jimmy put his arm around 


Robert's waist, and pulled him close. 


"Your hair smells like flowers," Jimmy mumbled. He nuzzled Robert's cheek with his nose. 


"Jimmy." 


"What?" 


Robert turned to face his best friend. "| think | found a reason to stay." 


The End. 


